a man of about fifty, with short grey hair parted at the side,
and exposing a considerable expanse of cranium. He had
an intelligent face and talked with a barely perceptible
foreign accent, which Michaud barely heeded. He was
rather clever at unmasking the weaknesses and contradic-
tions in his opponent's argument, and did so with much tact
and good humour. They began with children's education,
and agreed at first on the need for preparing them to take
their place in society. But Michaud soon realized, from
what his neighbour did not say, that the latter's attitude of
mind differed from, and indeed was quite opposed to his
own. However, the man did not give himself away, he
followed Michaud on to his own ground, setting traps for
him with a kind of friendly diffidence as though he felt
conscientiously obliged to question a view they both
shared. Michaud defended himself rather feebly, for the
interest he now took in the conversation did not divert
his attention from Olga, whose behaviour, now more
obviously affectionate, rather cramped his style, and robbed
him of his usual readiness of mind. She squeezed his hand
and kissed it, or crushed her face against his cheek. Excited
and pleased, but without surprise at Olga's marked pre-
ference for him, he took pains to respond to these demon-
strations. Olga kept pouring out champagne and making
him drink out of her glass. He sat quite unperturbed as he
felt it go to his head and invade his flesh with a faint,
insidious and wholly delightful intoxication.

While the two men were arguing, M. Tiercelin left the table,
and after a few words with the barman, made his way out. At
the top of the staircase he found Yvette, Antoine, and Paul,
who had been waiting there for several minutes. Antoine was
in a state of consternation, his eyes were bright with anguish,
and his lower lip was trembling. Yvette was vainly trying
to reassure him. Her efforts merely upset him all the more.
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